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Quiet 


Finns are very quiet people. Instead of filling the air with small talk, they rather stay silent and just enjoy it, or 


enjoy the presence of a person they love. 


Markus was not different: he never talked more than the strict necessary, and listened a lot. 

There were some moments when he renounced to his usual silence, though: when he was nervous or drunk. 

He started to talk and talk and talk and talk and talk, so much that even Janne, who usually was as patient as a 
saint, couldn't stand him: Petri and Emmi would have killed him, so they always vanished before Markus could 
reach such a level of nervousness or drunkenness that the only way to shut him up would have been to hit 


him on the head with a mace. 


So, only Sami remained with him: the others Swordbringers always wondered how the impatient bass player 
could stand Markus when neither Janne could, but Sami was always evasive when they tried to investigate. / 
have a secret trick to shut him up, was his typical answer, along with a shrug. 

And what was this secret trick? 

A magician never reveals his tricks 


His bandmates would snort and comment yeah Houdini, whatever. 


And so he left them wondering about how the hell he could make Markus close his mouth, when neither Emmi 
(everyone with a bit of common sense feared her) with the menace of slitting his throat was able to shut him 
up for more than five minutes. 


Strangely, nobody had thought yet to ask the guitarist. 


eR 


"Here, Mahi. Mind the step... easy, easy. Here we are" said Sami, pushing the button of the elevator. 

‘lm horny, Sami... damn horny" chuckled Markus, rubbing his nose on the bassist's cheek. 

"I know" sniggered the bassist, holding his drunk boyfriend up. 

The brunet was talking and talking and talking, as usual, but he didn't mind: soon enough that flood of words 
would have been replaced by moans and pleadings. 

Nothing wrong in damming it for a while, though, so as they were safe into the elevator (he wouldn't have 
dared to do this during the day, but seen that it was past midnight...) Sami clutched Markus and kissed him 
passionately and hungrily, pinning him against the elevator's wall: he could feel the brunet arousal under the 


denim of their jeans. 


"Mmh... Sani..." 
"Ssh." The blond shushed him again, sealing their lips together as he ran his fingers under the edge of Markus’ 
jeans. The guitarist tasted of white wine and beer, seen that those were the only alcoholics he drunk. 


The bell of the elevator rang, announcing their floor. 


Well, well, who would have thought that at that late hour they would have found someone? 

Especially an old couple, that seemed legitimately shocked by the sight of a Viking guy with a leather jacket and 
long beard kissing furiously another Viking guy with smears of black paint on his face, who was apparently 
trying to rip off the bearded Viking guy's trousers. 

Thanks god, the old couple didn't understand the torrent of curses and excuses that the two Viking guys 
started to babble in their weird language, as the bearded one dragged away his companion down the hallway. 


Thanks god that the way they roomed was always the same, and thanks god that Sami and Markus had always 
roomed together: Emmi of course had a room all for her, Janne snored and Petri was the only one with a 
sleep heavy enough to stand it, so nobody had noticed yet that they were engaged. 

The hallway was empty, so nobody else noticed the couple of drunk, long haired men jiggling and kissing as they 


stumbled their way to their room. 


By the time they reached the bed they were kissing furiously, and Markus’ t- shirt was already on the floor: 
the blond pushed him on the mattress, assaulting his neck. 

Markus made a small verse of pleasure, tilting his head to give to the bassist free access to his neck. 
"Here's a good boy." growled the blond, showering the fair skin with kisses and sweet bites, inhaling his man's 
scent: he smelled of sweat, leather, paint, and clean skin. 


"God.. you're so hot, Mahi. Sometimes | want to fuck you in stage clothes. With all that leather straps, and 


that collar of yours...” 


‘Oooh, that would be definitely hot.. Ah!" moaned Markus as the blond squeezed his crotch. 


Sami started fumbling around with Markus belt to click it open: the guitarist though was not helping, as he 
continued to push up his hips to get more friction. 

"Good god, will you stay still for a second and let me strip you?" snorted Sami, using both his hands to pin 
down on the bed his restless boyfriend 

"Aww, sorry.. I'll stay still, | promise" smiled the guitarist with a drunk and silly laugh, and his smile was so 
drunk and sweet that the blond couldn't help but kiss him. 

The guitarist kept up to his promise, and stayed still: quickly Sami discarded their clothes, and finally they were 
naked, hot skin against hot skin. 

Again, the bassist assaulted Markus’ neck, making him sigh, as the guitarist's talented hand ran up and down 
his body. 


Sami spent long minutes to worship his lover's body: from the neck he went to kiss and bite the collarbones, 
and then the nipples, those little buttons of pleasure that always made the brunet arch under his touch, 
moaning. 

"Sami..." 

"Sssh" shushed him the bassist, pinching the nipples and kissing him: after that he started to kiss and lick all of 
his torso, tracing wet and burning paths on the overheated skin. 

‘Oh, Sami, please!" whined Markus, arching. The bassist couldn't help but smile as he elicited another groan by 
rubbing their crotches together: the brunet seemed to enjoy this, and it gave to Sami an idea. 


"S- Sami, what a- are you- oh, ooh gooood yes.." wailed Markus as Sami closed his hand around both their 
shafts, starting to masturbate them together. 

"Shit... oh, Mahi..." 

It was the first time that the bassist did something like that, but judging from his high pitched moans, Markus 
was enjoying it much more than the blond expected. 

Sami thanked god that Emmi's room was at the lower floor, and Janne and Petri's was in the other hallway, so 
he let himself get lost into the pleasure and heat, incapable to restrain the groans. 

Suddenly, Markus grabbed his head and pulled him into a searing kiss: when they parted, panting, Markus 
couldn't help but burst out in laughter. 

"God, you look so savage!" 

Actually, Sami's hair was so messy that was almost one with the beard. 


"Umpf" snorted Sami, pulling off some locks from his face "you find it funny? Well, | say that its time to put 
that pretty mouth of yours to a better use than laughing." 

Sami rolled on the mattress and sat on the edge, and glanced at his boyfriend, stroking himself slowly. 

"Well? What are you waiting for? It won't suck by itself, you know." 

With another laughter, Markus got off from the bed, and fell on his knees. 

"You're so impatient!" he chuckled, taking his boyfriend's long and slender cock in his hand and caressing it 
slowly. 


"This is not what | asked you to do - oooh, Mahi... yeah..." 


Markus chuckled inwardly, and continued to suck. 

Same fell back on the mattress, his hands in his boyfriend's hair: he moved instinctively his hips upward, 
trying to get more of that sinful pleasure. 

"Oh, yes.. good boy, suck it.. take it all.." 


Markus' mouth was wet and hot, and god, he was so damn good at it.. 


"Mahi... hey, what are you doing?" protested the bassist when suddenly the brunet stopped sucking him and 
climbed over him, pinning his wrists on the bed. 

"Did you like it?" sniggered, kissing the air out of Sami's lungs. 

"V- very much.." panted the blond, as the guitarist started to torment the soft skin of his neck, staining it 
with the mark of a hickey. 


| want you. Now." 


Most of times Markus was shy and almost submitted (almost), but when he was seriously drunk like now, 
sometimes he had the tendency to become dominating: Sami loved the fact that he was the only one allowed to 
see this aspect of the guitarist personality. 

Nobody else, at least in the band, knew that little fact about Markus: this made Sami feel somewhat privileged. 


Markus was kissing him passionately as he fumbled under the pillows, looking for the lube. 

"Where the fuck is the lube??" he blurted, seeing that the familiar bottle was nowhere to be found. 

"It is still in the suitcase.. wait. I'm going to grab it.." 

Quickly, Sami got on his feet: he wanted to play a bit hard to get, just to inflame more his boyfriend's desire. 
He bent to rummage in the suitcase, ensuring that Markus could get a nice view of his ass, spending more 
time than he really needed to find it: when he got up, the guitarists eyes were burning with lust. 

He walked slowly towards the bed, with his best perverted smile: as he reached the mattress, Markus grabbed 
him by the wrist and dragged him again on the bed, kissing him roughly and passionately. 


"Open your legs." panted Markus, as he twisted the lube's cap open and slicked quickly his fingers: he was so 
impatient and excited that some drops of lube fell on the mattress. 

The blond decided that he wanted to play a little more with Markus, before surrendering totally: so instead of 
opening his legs as he had been told, he closed them and raised his knees, rejecting playfully his mate. 

As he had foreseen, Markus started to alter as he tried to get close to his man's body. 

"You're playing with fire, Sami." he snared as a warning, while he tried to catch Sami's wrists. 

The bass player just chuckled again, crouching more, enjoying the exasperate snares of his man 

"Just stop!!" blurted Markus, grabbing his knees and forcing them open: without any warning he thrust his 


index into Sami's body, making him arch. 


"| told you that you were playing with fire" growled the brunet, adding one more finger and thrusting hard into 
him, searching for his sensible spot. 

Sami didn't mind at all: he was in heaven, Markus was there with him, kissing the air out of his lungs, and his 
brown hair felt so soft as he tucked his hand between it, caressing the long locks. 


Markus took off his fingers, but Sami had not the time to complain: just a few seconds, and now was the 


guitarists long and slender cock fighting against his tight muscles to reach deep inside him. 
"Yes... Mahi, please.. ooh, Mahi..." whined, rising his hips to meet his man's thrusts. 


He saw white when Markus managed to hit his sweet spot: after that, he ran down the slope at full speed. 


The minutes of frantic, intense lovemaking passed in a blur of increasing pleasure, as Markus pounded into him 


with savage passion, hitting Sami's prostate almost with every thrust. 


Sami was the first to come: the orgasm washed over him like a wave, he could feel the pleasure running wild 
in all his body. 

This was precisely why he loved so much when Markus became possessive and dominating, because he fucked 
the brain out of him, leaving him breathless as the endorphins stunned him. 


Markus climaxed a few second after him. 
One of the things Sami loved more of the guitarist, was exactly his expression during the orgasm, so intense, 
lost: the brunet arched back, releasing his load into the bassists body and calling his name. 


The guitarist flopped over Sami, exhausted and panting: he needed some minutes before his brain could connect 
again with reality. 

"We should have a shower" he murmured, planting gentle kisses on Sami's neck, as the bassist caressed his 
back. 

"Mh... yeah.. but | want another kiss, before." 

Markus smiled. "Didn't you get enough kisses before?" he chuckled before kissing him again 

"Nope." 


"You can kiss me under the shower" retorted Markus, rising from the bed and leading to the bathroom. 
"What's up? Don't want to kiss me under the shower?" asked, when he saw that Sami was still lying on the bed. 


Sami laughed. "Of course | want to kiss you under the shower!" he said, rising from the mattress. 


The bass player indeed kissed him under the shower as they slowly washed each other, and continued to kiss 
him when they got back to bed. 
"Sleep now, Mahi" he murmured giving one last kiss on the lips of his brunet. 


His bid was unnecessary, though: the guitarist had fell asleep in his arms already, again quiet as usual. 


Clutching him, Sami kissed him one last time before laying his head on the pillow. 


